CHAPTER 52 


December 11, 2009 


“Maya!? You in here!?” 


Justin slowly crept his way inside of the old apartment building. He had received a 
text from Maya telling him to meet him here, but... Something just wasn’t right 
about it. She normally would go into detail in her texts, or at least make a complete 
sentence. Instead, all he got was a cryptic “Need you inside the old apartment 
building.” So on top of the message seeming so out of character for Maya, she 
wanted needed him inside the building they had nearly been shot at the day prior? 
He didn’t know what was going on, but he knew it couldn’t be good. 


By the time he had actually made it inside the building, he was panicking slightly. 
He knew nothing about this building, other than the fact that Falcone had been 
selling drugs just outside the day prior. If this hadn’t been an emergency of some 
sort, Maya would have picked somewhere else, right? That’s what panicked Justin so 
much; the briefness of the text, the obscure location for a meet up. Maya had to 
have gotten herself in trouble; the mafia had to have caught up with her or 
something. He only hoped that whatever it was she did, he wasn’t too late. 


Justin slowly inched his way up the stairs, being careful not to make a single sound 
as he creaked up from floor to floor. He checked each floor swiftly, but silently. The 
whole apartment building seemed dead; not a person in sight. Granted, the inside of 
the place looked like complete shit, so he could understand why no one would want 
to live here, but it still made him uneasy. Even the shittiest apartment buildings 
gotta have some cockroaches. He bit his bottom lip as he searched hall after hall, 
room after room, floor after floor. 


He had been at this for quite some time, with not much luck. He really wished Maya 
had told him what floor she was on at the very least; but if she really was in danger, 
he wasn’t going to risk texting her back to ask where she was. He sighed slightly, 
continuing to climb the stairs. He had searched ever floor but the last floor by this 
point; every floor except floor number fifteen. His heart was racing as he slowly 
made his way up the steps; though it started racing even harder as he noticed an all 
too familiar sight greet him at the top of the stairs. Eddie Falcone was standing 
there, smoking a cigar; two mooks behind him with baseball bats. Justin froze where 
he was, stiff with fear. So Maya WAS in trouble. The mafia had found her, but... 
Where was she? Was she okay? 


“Well if it isn’t the little punk who tried to fuck with the Falcone’s!” Eddie spoke up, 
starring down at Justin a mere few steps below him. Justin swallowed slightly, fear 
welling up in his throat. He had considered turning and running, but... He just 


couldn’t... Not while Maya was still in danger. Even if he knew he had no chance of 
standing against the mafia. Besides, his legs were still frozen with fear; he couldn’t 
run if he wanted to. Justin breath out heavily before eventually speaking. 


“Where is she?” 
“Where's who?” 
“Maya, you son of a bitch; what the hell did you do to her?” 


Eddie simply starred at him for a brief moment before smirking, a devilish laugh 
excreting from his mouth. Justin’s heart was pounding against his chest as the 
laughter hit his ears. They had done something awful, he just knew it. Eddie 
eventually stopped laughing to stare Justin down in the eyes, slowly walking down 
the stairs to meet Justin eye-to- eye as he talked. 


“Oh, you mean the tomboy? Yeah, we had a little conversation with her. Interesting 
one she was.” 


“What... did you... do?” 
“Have you ever heard the expression, an eye for an eye?” 


“| swear to god if you laid even a finger on her.” Justin’s fear was suddenly shifting 
to rage, his fists clumping into balls, his mouth curving into a snarl. If this 
motherfucker touched Maya, he would kill him right there and then; with his bare 
hands if he needed to. Eddie only seemed to laugh though at Justin’s assumption 
that he had done anything to here. He almost had, but plans change. 


“Well the way we figure it; it doesn’t matter who’s eye as long as the eye’s 
replaced; you dig?” 


“What the hell are you talking about?” 


“We had a little talk with your friend...” Eddie smirked as he pulled out a 9mm pistol 
from his pocket, raising it up to his face to examine the side of it. “It’s amazing what 
someone is willing to do with a gun against their head, the deals they’re willing to 
make...” 


“Just get to the fucking point!” 


“We made a little deal with your friend; she tells us where you are, she gets to go 
free. After all, she wasn’t the one holding the gun, was she?” 


Justin’s fist loosened slightly, his jaw dropping in disbelief. Maya... Maya had sold 
him out? That text... That text was just to try and get him here? No, it couldn’t be. 
This guy had to be lying. Maya would never do that... Yet... Yet it made so much 
sense... She left it vague so Justin would go there assuming something had 


happened to her. And it worked. He fell for it. Justin shook his head slightly. He 
wanted to believe that Falcone was a dirty liar; he was a coke dealer after all, but... 
But deep down he knew it was true. It just made too much sense to be some bullshit 
he made up. 


He bit his bottom lip before clutching his fists together again. After all he had done 
for Maya, all the time they had spent together; she had practically lead him to his 

death; like a lamb to the slaughter. If he got out of her in one piece, he would make 
her pay. One way or another. Eddie laughed again, taking one step closer to Justin. 


“Tell me, what was going through your head that you thought you could fuck us 
over?” 


Justin didn’t so much as answer him, only glaring at him for a brief moment before 
spitting in his face. Bad move. Eddie recoiled backwards in disgust for a moment, 
wiping the spit off his face, before turning and shoving Justin down the stairs; a 
good 10 or 12 steps. By the time Justin hit the ground every inch of his body was 
reeling out in pain. Especially his head. He hit it pretty damn hard during the fall; 
hard enough to puncture the skin and send blood dripping down the side of his 
skull. Justin’s eyes twitched, his eyelids barely open as Eddie and his goons made 
their way down the stairs. Eddie turned to the others, barking orders at them as he 
continued to walk to Justin’s battered body. 


“You two, torch the place.” He shouted at them before coming to a full stop in front 
of Justin. “Let this be a lesson to you; don’t fuck with Eddie Falcone.” 


Justin was soon knocked unconscious as Eddie reeled his foot back before swinging 
it straight into Justin’s forehead, a shower of blood exploding outwards in the 
process. 


June 4, 2011 


“Oh sweet jesus...” Yosuke muttered as the two made their way to the staircase to 
the fifteenth floor. They were completely drenched with blood. Yukiko had to force 
herself to turn away from the sight, lest she vomit. Blood, she could handle, but this 
much? Even someone with a strong stomach would find this uneasy to look at. Of 
course, Yukiko’s reaction had nothing on Chie’s. When she saw the blood, she 
immediately started to breakdown in to tears, connecting the blood with Justin. In a 
way, she was entirely right. 


“Please don’t let that be Justin’s...” She choked up, her words interrupted by a 
hiccup every few moments. Yu put his hand on her shoulder, trying to calm her 
down as best he could. He’d give her a hug, but somehow, he doubted Chie would 


take that all that well. Besides, she should save it for when they met Justin. Yosuke 
bit his bottom lip, closing his eyes as he took the lead, making his way up the stairs. 
Chie soon followed, her arms wrapped around her, tears still flowing from her eyes. 
Yu had to help Yukiko get up the stairs; it was just too much for her to handle on her 
own. 


After a good minute or so of climbing, they eventually made it to the top, a small 
floor with a singular door in the center of its wall. It wasn’t like the big red gates 
they had pushed open to meet Kanji’s and Yukiko’s shadows; it was just a plain 
white door, no different from the rest of the doors they had passed by on their way 
to the top floor. Needless to say, the investigation team was a little confused, 
unsure as to whether or not they were in the right place. Yu eventually placed his 
finger against his ear, patching himself through to Teddie. 


“Teddie... This is the right place right?” 

“W-Well... | sense something, but...” 

“But?” 

“| don’t sense Justin on the other side. It’s just his shadow.” 


Yu’s jaw dropped slightly. Justin wasn’t in there? Then... Then had it been true when 
his shadow said he’d kill Justin if they came after him? Had they fuckedu p and 
gotten Justin killed? It couldn’t be... Yu passed a slight glance over at Chie, her eyes 
upon him, wide with concern and sorrow, her arms wrapped around her self as she 
tried to stop herself from shivering. He bit his bottom lip slightly. There was no way 
in hell he was going to tell her... If Justin really did kick the bucket... He wouldn’t be 
the one to break her heart. He sighed slightly. 


“Alright Teddie, thanks.” He spoke up before removing his fingers from his ear. 


“W-Well?” Chie spoke up, her voice quivering slightly. Yu couldn’t look her in the 
eye when he lied to her about Justin. Instead, he simply looked at the door they 
were about to enter. 


“This is the place alright.” Yu choked up, making his way over the door. He slowly 
wrapped his hand around the knob, ready to push it open, when the gentle sound of 
a guitar met his ears. It was barely audible through the wooden door, but he could 
still make it out. It was a sweet acoustic melody, being looped endlessly. He was a 
little confused at first; he wasn’t hearing things, at least he didn’t think so. So then 
why the sudden transition from heavy metal to... Well, this. He shook his head 
Slightly before pushing the door open with his shoulder. 


Yu made his way inside what looked almost like a large auditorium. The floor was 
rigged with randomly elevated metal tiles of varying size and length, and it seemed 
nearly every square inch of the room was covered in speakers and amplifiers. The 


opposite end of the room consisted of a stage, speakers’ way in the back. And at 
the forefront, legs hanging off the edge, was single silhouette, strumming that same 
riff at the guitar over and over again. Given the hat it was wearing, Yu could only 
assume it was Justin’s shadow. 


The four all slowly made their way inside, save Chie, who had run straight for the 
center of the room, her eyes darting all across the room. Her head swung rapidly 
from side to side as she tried to find Justin; yet she saw nothing. Not even his 
corpse... Her breathing grew heavy, her eyes wide with fear and despair. Justin 
wasn’t here... So then... Justin’s shadow really had killed him? Her knees went 
weak, every muscle of her body going limp. She wanted to just lie down and die; 
she had failed Justin, and now he was dead. Yet, her eyes still caught a hold of the 
figure sitting on the stage across from her, strumming his guitar to the gentle tune. 


“You... YOU ASSHOLE! WHAT DID YOU DO TO HIM?!” She shouted, her voice rhaspy 
with hatred. The shadow suddenly stopped strumming, the sound of her voice 
holding his hand back as he lifted his eyes to meet his visitors, a wide smirk across 
his face. He quickly swung the guitar around on it’s strap to his back side, placing 
his now vacant hands on his lap. 


“Now is that anyway to greet someone? Tsk, tsk, no manners.” 
“Why!? WHY DID YOU KILL HIM!?” She shouted, her eyes tearing up. 


“Ch-Chie, we don’t know—“ Yosuke tried to interrupt her; but his pleas went 
completely unheard. If he wasn’t here, he was gone. And it was all this bastard’s 
fault. 


“I told you not to follow him, didn’t 1?” 
“YOU BASTARD!” 


“Oh, I’m the bastard? I gave you a choice, and you made it. Why, if you 
hadn’t followed me, poor Justin would still be alive right now. Face it. | 
didn’t kill Justin; you did.” 


“| AM GOING TO KILL YOU!” 
“But of course, that’s what murderers do best, don’t they? Murderer.” 


Chie’s face twitched in rage, her teeth clenched together so hard she swore one of 
them cracked, her fists rolled tighter than they ever had before. This bastard 
murdered Justin, and then he had the audacity to blame Chie? She wasn’t just going 
to murder him; she was going to make him wish for the same swift death Chie 
supposedly took from Justin. The rest of the group simply looked at Chie, their 
hearts broken, their eyes ready to burst into tears at any moment. They had told 
Chie to calm down, not to fall for Justin’s shadow’s tricks, but... They wanted her to 


snap. They wanted her to kill Justin’s shadow slowly, painfully; they wanted him to 
know suffering like no other. Justin’s shadow only seemed to laugh at them as they 
stood there, ready to pounce. He pulled out his magnum, pushing his hat up using 
the barrel. 


“Oh don’t you fret your pretty little head off now, my dear; He died nice 
and slowly from dehydration, his hands thrust in barbed wire as he 
struggled in vain. | told him that if he tried hard enough he could save you 
all. Can you believe that shit? Oh how | enjoyed watching him try to 
squirm his way to the top of those stairs.” 


“You know what | enjoyed? The part where you forgot to take my gun.” 


Chie’s eyes widened as she flipped her entire body around to face the source of the 
sound. It was Justin, slowly limping in through a second door off to the side, gun in 
hand and aimed at his shadow. His face was covered in dried blood, and his eyes 
were posed in the most vicious glare Chie had ever seen. Her eyes started to water 
almost immediately, tears of joy streaming down her face as she ran towards Justin, 
leaping forward to embrace him. 


“Well, that’s not what I expected.” His shadow spoke up in surprise, an 
eyebrow raised as he examined Justin from where he sat. He didn’t think Justin 
would actually have the balls to climb the stairs. 


“Y-You’re alright... You had me so worried you bastard...!” She choked up over her 
tears, her arms wrapped around him. 


Justin was a little caught off guard at first, though he soon lowered his aim on the 
shadow to return the embrace, his head on her shoulder, arms wrapped around her 
back. He felt like he could stay like this for eternity, never letting go of his grip on 
her. His eyes started to tear up much like Chie’s had been. It never really struck him 
until just now, but while he was stuck down in the staircase for four days, he missed 
a lot of things. Chie was at the top of the list; though food was a close second. 


“Chie, I’m so sorry. About everything | said.” Justin choked up over his tears, 
tightening his grip around Chie. 


“It’s alright; just don’t you ever do this to us again!” 


The team all watched as the two cried on each other’s shoulders, arms wrapped 
around them. For the first time in what seemed like days, their spirits rose, smiles 
spreading across their face. Everything seemed to have worked out in the end, save 
for one loose end. And his loose end seemed rather pissed now. Justin’s shadow 
rolled his eyes for a moment before aiming his magnum at the ceiling and 
squeezing off a shot; chunks of the ceiling falling down from the point of impact with 
the bullet. Justin and Chie immediately jumped out of their embrace, frightened by 


the sudden sound of a gun being fired off. They had assumed the gun had been 
pointed at one of them; but alas, t’was not the case. 


“Oh I’m sorry, did | interrupt something? You two make me fucking sick.” 
Justin glared at him for a moment before pointing his magnum at the shadow once 
again. 


“That won’t be a problem for long.” 


The shadow laughed for a moment, dropping down from his sitting position on the 
stage. He spread his arms out before leaning forward, a wide smirk on his face. 


“What? You’re going to shoot me? Give me a break.” 
“Shoot you? No, you’re not the mastermind here.” 
“,.Come again?” 

“Put Maya’s shadow through.” 


The shadow starred at Justin for a good while, an expression of disbelief sweeping 
across his face. It seemed look a good minute before his expression of shock shifted 
to rage; a dark purple aura seeming to illuminate from his body. The rest of the 
group was completely confused. They had no idea what Justin meant in the 
slightest, but given his shadow’s reaction, it seemed to be right on the money. The 
shadow stood there for a moment before shouting in anger, thrusting his hand out 
towards the group. Suddenly everyone’s muscles grew tense, their bodies frozen in 
place. It was just like the scene that took place outside of the apartment building; 
they couldn’t move their limbs in the slightest. Not even Chie, who had limited 
control over her legs earlier, could budge in the slightest bit. 


“lam the one in charge here! | am the one who pulls the strings!” The 
shadow shouted in anger. 


“Th-This again? Wh-What the fuck!?” Yosuke choked up, his limbs frozen in place. 
As he coughed his eyes widened slightly, noticing a slight puff of purple smoke 
making it’s way out of his mouth. The same purple smoke as the explosion a few 
days ago. He stuttered for a moment before shouting out to the others. “It’s that 
purple smoke! That’s what’s doing it!” 


Justin blinked a few times before stepping to turn around, his movement seemingly 
completely uninhibited by whatever it was his shadow did to the rest. Everyone’s 
eyes widened as they noticed it too. Hell, he didn’t look as though his limbs had 
stiffened in the slightest. But if it had to do with the purple smoke from the 
explosion, then Justin WOULD remain completely unaffected. 


“Purple smoke? What you mean like that shit | breathed in that one time?” 


“H-Hey, that’s right, you DID breathe it in before!” Yosuke spoke up. Now he was 
just confused; what the hell WAS this stuff. 


“Next time I stop your lungs, stay dead!” 


“Next time you stop my lungs, make sure you do the job right the first time.” Justin 
glared back at him. So his shadow HAD tried to murder him before. It begged the 
question why when Justin had yet to denounce his shadow. Until you realize you can 
never really deny a memory. The rules were probably different surrounding him. 
Justin snapped his neck to both sides before pulling his gun back on his shadow. 
“You keep pretending you’re heading this operation, but we both know the truth. 
This isn’t my hell; this is Maya’s. Now patch her the fuck through.” 


The shadow backed away for a moment, his eye twitching slightly, before coming to 
a full stop. His head twisted off to the side, spazzing from side to side. As his head 
flipped back and forth, the tension in the rest of the group’s muscles soon loosened, 
their bodies dropping to the ground as they regain control of their bodies. It seemed 
that while Justin’s shadow wasn’t in direct control of the body, the smoke was 
completely ineffectual. By the time he stopped, there was no noticeable change in 
his appearance, but there was an obvious change in his behavior. His smirk was 
soon replaced with a wide-eyed frown, his stance changing slightly; hell he even 
flipped some of the hair in his eyes out of the way. 


“Hello, Justin.” The voice was completely Maya’s now, no longer that strange 
combination of the two from prior. Justin took a few steps towards the shadow, gun 
still in hand. The rest of the group looked on, confused and panting with relief as 
they regained control over their limbs. 


“It’s over Maya. Time to drop this charade.” 


“It’s not over. It’Il never be over so long as you breathe.” Justin wasn’t sure 
what was creepier; the word’s coming out of Maya’s shadow’s mouth, or how calm 
she had been when she said it. She didn’t so much as bat an eyelash. She was dead 
serious. 


“What? Killing me once wasn’t good enough for you?” Justin remarked, slightly 
irritated. 


“You denied me, Justin. We were supposed to be in this together.” The 
shadow simply stood there, never blinking; a sorrowful expression on her face. 


“That went out the window the moment you sold me out to the fucking mafia.” 


“Why are you dragging me into this, it’s your fault.” Justin loosened his grip 
on his magnum ever so slightly... He had said that, but... But it was her fault. He 
warned her and she still did it anyway. He averted eye contact for a brief second 
before tightening his grip again, focusing intently on the shadow. “I thought we 


were in this together. I thought we shared everything. Do you not care? 
Am I not good enough for you?” 


“What...? Maya, I—“ 


“Just tell me what you want, I can change!” The shadow suddenly shouted, 
taking a step towards Justin. His mouth hung open only slightly, his bottom lip just 
barely parting from his top. Change? Why would she ever want to change for him? 
He breathed out a slight puff of air. He couldn’t think of anything else to say; so the 
shadow did for him. 


“Why won’t you love me? Is it because I’m not pretty enough? I don’t have 
enough money? Tell me Justin, what do you want!?” 


“Whoa whoa whoa; wait just a fucking second.” Justin shouted out, his face 
completely red. Love her? Sure she was a good friend of his, emphasis on was, but 
he never really thought of her in that light. Had she thought of Justin all this time 
like that? He blinked a few times; he was curious as to what all the others thought, 
but now was really not the time to be looking over his shoulder. “One, | loved you 
like a sister Maya; that’s it. | can’t see you as anything but. Secondly, there is no 
way in hell | would love you like that after that little stunt you pulled in the 
apartment building.” 


The rest of the team all looked on, stupefied by the exchange; save maybe Yosuke, 
who already knew Maya felt like that about Justin. Still, he couldn’t help but feel like 
his chest grew a little heavy hearing the words come out of her mouth. She really 
did love him... He didn’t know why it upset him so much, but it did. Yu and Yukiko 
looked somewhat surprised, but otherwise unfazed. It was Chie that was the most 
baffled. Her jaw had practically hit the floor when Maya burst out like that. She 
knew Maya secretly had a thing on Justin, it was incredibly obvious from the few 
encounters she had with her, but seeing her shadow out-right admit to it, 
demanding an explanation as to why Justin didn’t love her... She was more than a 
little red in the face. She was furious with jealousy. And people used to say Justin 
was the jealous one. The shadow tipped its head to the side, a sorrowful expression 
on it’s face. 


“So you don’t love me... That’s fine, nobody does. But that’s okay.” The 
shadow soon tossed the guitar around from its back into its hand. It was starting to 
strum a guitar riff, the same riff that Justin’s shadow had been playing when they all 
worked through the door. “That’s okay, because... love hurts.” 


The shadow soon stomped its foot into the ground, the guitar sound distorting, the 
ground quaking beneath its feet. Hell, a few if the tiles had actually started to slip 
apart. Or at least, that’s what it looked like at first. In actuality, the long metal strips 
that coated the floor were not tiles, nor were the splitting apart at the shadow’s 
sudden burst of power. They had been all part of a singular shape of sort’s, shooting 


up into the sky behind the team. As their figures shot up through the sky, the 
team’s mouth’s dropped. They looked like crooked metal crosses, their figure 
distorted, their shape rugged. 


“Sweet mother of crap...” Yosuke muttered to himself, as the shadow of the five 
crosses overshadowed them. In the backdrop the shadow continued hammering 
away at the guitar strings, only, Justin could faintly hear the sound of chanting. 
Justin knew this song all too well; though he did have to wonder where the actual 
chanting was coming from. It didn’t matter though; as the shadow’s guitar changed 
up each rhythm, the chanting growing louder, the team was ambushed by chains 
suddenly jumping out from within the crosses, grabbing at their arms and legs. 
Because they were closer to the crosses, the rest of the team had no time jump out 
of the way. Justin wasn’t much further away from them, but he still managed to 
dodge the chains going at his arms. His legs, not so much. 


Suddenly the chains started to withdraw, dragging each member of the team with 
it, their arms and legs bound together by chains and barbed wire. Each was pulled 
up to their place on their respective cross, each kicking and screaming struggling to 
get out. As the singular chain that had wrapped around Justin’s leg had started to 
pull him in, he managed to fire off a shot at the chain, breaking one of the links that 
held it together. Justin went barreling along in the direction of the cross, though free 
from the restraint that was to hold him in place. He accidentally fired off another 
round while he was thrown against the ground from the momentum of the chain, 
but it was alright, because it didn’t seem to hit anyone. In fact, it seemed it had 
managed to damage one of the chains dragging Yu towards the cross. Not enough 
for him to break his arm free alas, but enough that he could start struggling. Hell 
everyone was struggling to get out of their binds, shouting in fear and anger as they 
were held against the crosses’ twisted form; but Yu was actually able to wiggle his 
arm slightly, where as the others couldn’t so much as budge. 


Justin stood up, turning to Maya’s shadow, still standing in the center with the 
guitar, picking away at each string. Justin raised a slight eyebrow. The guitar 
seemed to be the shadow’s source of power, the ground shimmering around her in 
response to every chord she played. Justin wiped his brow slightly before walking 
towards her, firing off a few shots. The bullets didn’t so much as pass by her, 
ricocheting off of sound waves; one of which damn near hit Chie, much to Justin’s 
displeasure. Justin sighed slightly before putting the gun back in his pocket. If 
bullets weren’t going to help he was going to have to get in with his fists. Or at 
least, that was the plan until the shadow suddenly turned to Justin pointing the neck 
of the guitar straight at him, singing the lyrics of the song. 


You could have been all 1 wanted, 
But you weren’t honest, 


Now get in the ground! 


Maya’s shadow leaned forward to bellow the last lyric; so much so that a 
soundwave had completely blown Justin off of his feet, sending him flying 
backwards into one of the crosses, knocking it slightly lose in the process. There 
was a good indentation on the ground where he had skid to a stop in front of the 
cross. Justin grimaced in pain as he tried to lift himself up off the ground. He was 
stunned, to say the least, that he had been blown backwards simply by the shadow 
shouting. He inched his way up, holding his arm in one hand as he tried to loosen 
the muscle in his second attempt at getting to Maya’s shadow. 


You choked off the surest of favors. 


Justin was slowly marching his way back over to Maya’s shadow when he noticed 
something. As the shadow pointed the guitar at Justin again, bits and pieces of it 
started to shift out, the head and of the guitar slowly transfiguring into the shape of 
a gun barrel. Justin paused for a moment. The guitar is a fucking chain gun? Justin 
was just dumbfounded; who the hell made a guitar that was also a chain gun. It’s 
just... What’s the fucking purpose!? It makes no fucking sense!? The shadow slowly 
lowered the guitar, pointing the barrel at Justin as he stood there in shock. 


But if you really loved me, 
You would have endured my world. 


The guitar soon started spraying a shower of bullets at Justin, Justin just barely able 
to run ahead of them as the shadow’s aim kept a steady pace behind him. Yu was 

starting to have success getting his arm free. He could move it away from the cross 
a slight bit, which meant if he could tug it just a little more, he could slip his arm out 
of his binds. Then, he could summon a persona and get everyone out of their binds. 


Well you’re just as | presumed. 
You’re a whore in sheep’s clothing. 
Fucking up all Il do. 

Yeah, and if so here we stop. 

Then never again, 

Will you see this in your life. 


The guitar soon shifted back to its original form, bits and pieces rearranging itself 
back into the knobs and strings of the guitar. Justin would have been relieved under 
normal circumstances, if the sudden change of chord progression hadn’t started 
fucking with the ground he was standing on. Tiles flew in the air, the ground 
morphed into mountains and walls. He got knocked off balance by the ground 
shifting on more than one occasion as he tried to get in to grab the guitar. On the 
bright side, Yu manage to get his arm free from his binding. 


“Got it!” Yu shouted, the others eyes dashing towards him in relief. “Izanagi!” 


Within a second, Izanagi appeared in front of Yu, slowly casting Zio at each person’s 
chains. They were sturdy though, it took a good two or three shots of it before the 
chain loosened, and that was per binding. He had to do it twice for the arms, and 
once for the feet for all four of them. 


Hang on to the glory at my right hand 

Here laid to rest is our love ever longed 

With truth on the shores of compassion 

You seem to take premise to all of these songs 


Justin had maneuvered himself through the rapidly shifting battlefield, ready to 
deliver a blow to the shadow when suddenly a pillar of earth rose from the ground, 
smacking Justin from under his chin and sending him flying up into the air. When he 
finally hit the ground, he was sore; so sore he could barely move his tense muscles. 
Justin had thought he’d be a sitting duck, just ready for the shadow to aim that gun 
thing at him again; but instead, the shadow turned towards the rest of the team, 
still hanging from their crosses. Or at least, one of them was. Yu had already 
managed to get Yukiko down, and were just getting Chie down off of hers at the 
moment. Yosuke actually seemed kind of pissed that he was the last one to get 
rescued, but kept his mouth shut all the same. 


You stormed off to scar the armada. 
Like Jesus played martyr, 
Vll drill through your hands! 


Just as the last of Yosuke’s bindings came loose, several chained harpoons shot out 
through where the team’s hands would be on the crosses had Yu not got them all 
down. Yosuke’s eyes were wide with fear considering they had only just missed his 
hands by a split second or so; hell, he actually had cuts on the side of his hand 
where the harpoon had just skimmed his skin. Needless to say, he wasn’t moving 
anywhere when he hit the ground; he was too shocked. 


“Jesus Christ! Yosuke, are you okay?” Yu spoke up, shortly after one of the harpoons 
had whizzed past his head. Yosuke was completely stiff with fear, but he still 
managed to nod his head to the others. The others gave a hesitant nod to each 
other before all summoning their personas, charging on to try and get to Maya’s 
shadow themselves. They didn’t have much luck though. With each chord Maya’s 
shadow played, the room disfigured itself, chunks of the ground shattering and 
hurling in the air, blocking the team’s progress. 


The stone for the curse you have blamed me. 


With love and devotion, 

I'll die as you sleep. 

But if you could just write me out, 
To neverless wonder, 

Happy will | become. 

Be true that this is no option. 

So with sin, | condemn you, 
Demon play demon out. 


Each of the group’s personas sent spell after spell the shadow’s way, only for it 
deflect off of the thumping sound being released from the guitar. Everyone was 
baffled, but not at all done trying. They continued to attack with every spell they 
had; knowing that every time they sent their persona in for a physical attack, they 
just got blown away by another loose tile, or a speaker being hurled from across the 
room. They continued to attack, not because it was particularly effective, but 
because they noticed Maya’s shadow’s attention had been completely diverted from 
Justin. He picked himself up, slowly making his way over to where the shadow 
stood. His muscles had stiffened up to a ridiculous extent from being thrown about 
like a ragdoll; but he could still move. And he would still end this. 


Hang on to the glory at my right hand. 
Here laid to rest is our love ever longed. 
With truth on the shores of compassion. 
You seem to take premise to all— 

“My turn now, motherfucker.” 


While the shadow was still distracted, Justin leapt forward and grabbed a hold of the 
guitar, gripping it by the neck as he ripped it out of the shadow’s hands; then swung 
it back into the shadow’s skull, Knocking it down to the ground. Purple blood dripped 
down the shadow’s face as Justin placed his foot on Maya’s shadow’s stomach. The 
shadow simply looked up at him, tear filled eyes as he pulled his magnum out and 
pointed it straight at her face. Strangely, despite her sorrowful eyes, her lips were 
still curved up into a smile, a slight laugh on her breath. Justin almost felt bad for 
the monster he had managed to bring down to the ground; though he felt worse for 
the actual person. Maya always was a lonely person... This just made him feel like a 
prick for contributing to the problem in the first place; even after all Maya had done 
to him. 


“Hey Maya.” He spoke up casually, slightly in jest. 
“Hey Justin. Nice gun.” 
“Which one?” He joked, a smirk on his face. 


“Oh ha ha, cute.” She pretended to find the joke stupid, but the chuckle under 
her breath begged to differ. Justin smiled at her for a moment before his lips slowly 
started to curve down, his happy expression fading into one of sorrow. 


“I’m sorry it has to end this way, Maya.” 


The shadow looked up at him for a moment, tears still in its eyes. It laughed an 
awkward chuckle, though the laugh was clearly full of pain; though Justin’ couldn’t 
tell if it was supposed to be emotional pain of physical pain. In the end though, it 
really didn’t matter. Pain is pain all the same. 


“Love hurts, don’t it?” 
Justin chuckled for a slight second. “It sure does.” 


He pulled the trigger and fired a round off right in to the shadow’s skull, purple 
blood exploding outward. Justin huffed slightly before removing his foot from the 
shadow’s corpse. He simply stood there for a while, starring down at his handiwork 
as his friends slowly made their way up to him, navigating the carnage Maya’s 
shadow had made in the environment. They were happy at first that it was all over, 
that they could all go home and never have to worry about this again. But then they 
saw Justin, his eyes quivering as he looked down at the shadow, purple blood 
pooling around it’s head. 


“Justin...2 You okay?” Chie eventually spoke up, placing her hand along his 
shoulder. It took a moment for him to raise his eyes to meet hers; shaking off the 
trance his gunshot had placed him under. Shooting down Maya, even if it was her 
shadow, in cold blood. It was what he vowed to do when he found out she betrayed 
him, and yet... He felt empty, unfulfilled. Hell, he felt worse having put a bullet in 
her skull than not. Because in the end, no matter what she did to him, she was still 
his friend. And she loved him. All she wanted in this world was to be loved, and 
when she finally found someone to love, he killed her. Justin sighed slightly. 


“Yeah... Yeah, I’m fine.” He choked up. He wasn’t, but he wouldn’t let Chie know 
that. He huffed a bit before starting to walk away from the body. No words were 
exchanged in the process; though that may have been a result of what happened 
next. Justin hadn’t so much as walked five steps when he heard a gargled cough. It 
wasn’t Maya’s, but he definitely know the gurgling sound came from the blood. 
Which meant one thing... He might not have been happy putting a bullet in Maya’s 
brain; but Maya wasn’t the one who threatened to kill the ones he loved. He turned 
around, making his way back to his shadow, the shadow laughing slightly before 


Spitting a bullet out of his mouth; probably regurgitated from wherever it had been 
that Justin had planted the bullet in its skull. 


“How'd it feel shooting that bitch in the face?” 


“| don’t know. | haven’t done it yet.” Justin placed his foot on the shadow’s chest 
before shoving the barrel of his gun in his face. “But | will soon.” 


“So what? You’re going to kill me? Pfft, you don’t have the balls.” 


“Wanna bet?” Justin moved the barrel of his gun away from the shadow’s face for a 
brief moment, aiming it at his chest as he pumped a few rounds off into his body. 
The shadow screeched out in pain, it’s muscles pulling back in a painful motion. He 
was still very much alive, but he was in intense pain. Purple blood dripped out of 
every pore on his body, piling up into pools by his side. Justin withdrew his magnum 
again only to point it back at his face, the shadow trying to recoil it’s head in fear. 
He had seemed so smug before; so sure that he was untouchable. But now that he 
had a gun pointed to his head, his body trapped on the floor, he was nothing but a 
coward. 


“W-Wait, we can make a deal here, can’t we? We’re all friends her, 
right!?” 


“Deal? Yeah we can make a deal alright. | promise you a bullet in your face, and you 
give me my persona. Seems like a fair compromise to me.” Justin grunted, spitting 
off some blood in his mouth to the side. IT wasn’t his blood, of course; he had 
managed to get some of the shadow’s blood in his mouth when he had pumped his 
chest full of lead. Justin started to pull back on the trigger, the chamber of the gun 
turning slowly as it prepared itself to fire off another round. Justin’s shadow closed 
its eyes, pushing his head to the side as though trying to hide it in the floor. 


“A-Anything you want, name it; it’s yours. Power, knowledge; I can give it 
to you!” 


“Knowledge?” 


“Don’t listen to him Justin, he’s just trying to deceive you.” Yu called it to Justin. 
Justin gave him a slight look over the shoulder. He knew what his shadow was trying 
to do... But he was curious all the same. Knowledge... If Justin’s shadow had 
knowledge of this world; of the shadows that roamed it... Could he learn the identity 
of the killer? As much as he’d like to pump a bullet in this guy’s skull, it would be in 
his best interest to hear him out. 


“Everything I know, you can know too!” The shadow blurted out fearfully trying 
to negotiate his way out of gunpoint, his hand’s squirming about as he tried to find 
a way to break free. 


“Everything? So then... Do you know who killed Saki and the announcer.” 
“That depends... Are you asking who killed them or who threw them in?” 
“It’s two separate people?” Yosuke spoke up, slightly confused. 


“It makes sense. Why jump in after them to kill them if you can just let the shadows 
do all the work.” Justin spoke over his shoulder to Yosuke before turning to the 
shadow. “And what exactly is it you want in exchange?” Justin questioned. He 
already knew whatever his shadow was going to ask for was going to be too great a 
price. 


“The same thing I’ve always wanted. Life!” 


“So basically you want to kill me after you tell me? No dice.” Justin started to pull 
back on the trigger again, ready to end their negotiations. 


“W-wait wait! There are other ways!” 
“The fuck are you talking about?” 


“That purple smoke; that’s still a part of me. It can exist on the other side, 
so long as it inhabits a human host.” 


Justin raised his eyebrow in confusion. So long as it stays in a human host? The hell 
was he talking about? 


“What are you getting at?” 


“I’m proposing a deal here. You want my knowledge; I can give it to you, 
but only if you let me inside. And in exchange, I get... Let’s call it shared 
custody of your mind.” 


“What, you mean like when | hit my head that one time?” 


“,.Something like that.” The shadow started to smirk as it noticed it was starting 
to win this negotiation. 


“Justin, seriously... There are other ways...” Chie spoke up trying to snap Justin out 
of it. Sure there were other ways, but... What if they could end it all, right her and 
now? He could put up with his shadow’s snide remarks if it meant saving lives; if it 
meant people like his friends and Chie would never be put in danger like this again. 
If it meant it would stop destroying lives like Maya’s. He starred at the shadow for a 
while, trigger still partially held down. He knew he was going to regret his decision, 
but there were more important things out there than his sanity. 


“Deal.” He let go off the trigger and put the gun back in his pocket, as the shadow 
laughed up at him. It may have only been a partial victory, but he got what he 
wanted. He would leave this land, be one with the humans; and even if he didn’t 


take Justin’s life away from him, he could certainly manipulate Justin to his will. He 
didn’t call himself the puppet master for no reason. 


The shadow’s figure began to dissolve, it’s form turning into a thick purple smoke 
that bent and twisted it’s way into the air. Much like when the others had accepted 
their shadow’s, the smoke revolved around Justin, a mixture of the purplish color 
from the smoke and the blue light that illuminated from accepting his shadow. 
Justin looked slightly above him as the figure of his persona immerged; a man 
standing on one leg, a black apron wrapped around him. He seemed to be wearing 
a metal mask, though it only had one eye hole. Justin couldn’t help but groan 
slightly at that one. Even as a persona, his shadow was going to torture him with 
that. A strange, circular piece of metal was attached to the back of his right 
shoulder; and in his hands, a hammer and metal thongs. 


Thou art I, and |am thou. From the sea of thy soul | come forth; Ippon- 
Datara, forger of walls. 


And just as the others had, the blue light soon pierced through Justin’s heart, a light 
illuminating before fading away upon contact. Alas, the smoke however did not 
follow the same route through, instead swirling above Justin and down his throat. 
Justin’s eyes widened slightly as he choked up the thick purple fog that flowed down 
his throat. And as he stood there, limbs stiff, smoke flowing down his throat, his 
eyes blinked, turning golden yellow for a brief moment. By the time the smoke had 
made its way fully in his lungs, Justin collapsed to the ground, his energy drained 
from him. 


“Justin!” Chie screamed out as the group ran over to support him back to his feet. 
Justin laughed slightly. Apparantly getting a persona DOES take a lot more out of 
you than you would believe. He always just assumed Kanji and Yukiko were light- 
weights, collapsing from stress rather than their personal revelations. Chie... Well 
he could never think badly of Chie; and she certainly wasn’t a light-weight anyway. 
She just seemed to be struck with grief at the moment, not so much a lack of 
energy. He saw now that was not the case. 


“I'm fine, I’m fine.” He smirked slightly. “But I’ve seen enough of this place to last a 
life-time. Please tell me there’s an elevator.” He joked slightly, but not really. If he 
saw even ONE more stair, he swore he was going to rip someone’s head off. 
Everyone gave each other a funny look as they let go of Justin to let him lean on 
Chie’s shoulder. Just like old times, eh? 


“Uh, W-well, there WAS an elevator, but uh...” 


“Your shadow kind of blew it up.” Yu interrupted Yosuke, a shrug of his shoulders. 
Justin groaned slightly. Even in death his shadow was finding a way to torture him; 
to mock him. 


“How many floors?” 
“Fifteen.” 


“Fuck.” 


“Yosuke, | don’t need to go to the hospital. I’m just a little tired is all.” Justin spoke 
up. At Yosuke’s insistence, everyone had dragged Justin over to the hospital. They 
knew he wasn’t there for medical treatment, as bad as it probably looked with him 
being dragged in limping. He wasn’t there for his own sake either. He was there for 
hers. Chie slowly turned around the corner, Yosuke leading the way forward, Yu and 
Yukiko trailing behind. 


“You’re not here for you.” 
“Well then for who?” 


Yosuke slowly pushed the door open, holding it in place while Chie tried to squeeze 
Justin through the door. It hadn’t really worked with the way they were huddled, but 
as Justin saw an all too familiar figure on the otherside of the room, it didn’t need to. 
Justin let go of his grip on Chie, slowly walking over to the bedside near the window. 
His chest thumped slightly. After all these years... There she was... 


“Maya?” He choked up from where he was standing. She didn’t hear him though. As 
he slowly made his way closer to the bed, he realized she had been fast asleep; as 
she should be. He felt like tearing up slightly, seeing her laying there. His struggle 
with her shadow had really taught him something; as pissed as he was at Maya, he 
could never bear to see her suffer. Not even the darkest parts of her. All that time 
he climbed the stairwell, he had imagined what he would say to her when he say 
her. How he would get revenge for what she had done to him. Yet, starring at her 
now, resting in a hospital bed, he could only say one thing. 


“I’m sorry Maya. Sorry for everything.” He grabbed a hold of her hand for a brief 
moment, his eyes upon her as her mouth rose up in a slight smile. She wasn’t 
awake, but somehow, Justin’s touch had done something to cheer her dreams up. 
He smiled faintly back at her before letting go of her hand, and turning to Yosuke. 
“What's she doing here? Shouldn’t she be in LA?” 


“She saw you on the Midnight Channel and came to help.” 
“The Midnight Channel...? But... But the rumor over there was that—“ 


“You saw your soulmate... | Know. She really loved you Justin, even if what she did 
wasn’t right.” Justin starred at Maya for a good minute or so before turning back to 
Yosuke. 


“| know. | broke her heart, didn’t |?” He choked up. 


“She just wants to see you happy, man.” Yosuke smiled at Justin slightly. Justin 
shook his head off to the side for a moment, a slight chuckle on his breath. 


“Well... At least she got something she wanted out of this world.” He starred at her 
again for a brief moment, her mouth still curved upwards in a smile. “You know, 
that still doesn’t really answer my question. What is she doing here in the hospital?” 
He spoke up, his eyes dashing over to where Yosuke was standing. His faint smile 
soon turned into a frown, his head leaning to one side as though debating whether 
or not to tell Justin. 


“She... She got shot while in the television. We had to bring her here before she 
bled out.” 


“Shot? Wait... You mean?” Justin knew damn well that the only shadow he knew of 
that had a gun was his own. He was responsible for sending Maya to the hospital? 
His dark hidden feelings had nearly killed her? He felt like a huge prick, not because 
of anything he did, but because he could have stopped it if he just learned to 
control his emotions better; if he had just kept his suppressed thoughts and 
memories in line. 


“She saved my life...” Chie choked up as she made her way in the room. Chie, Yu, 
and Yukiko had been waiting at the doorway to the room, figuring they should give 
Justin some space; but alas, Chie felt what she was about to say needed to be said. 
“Your shadow had a gun pointed at me... He... He was about to shoot when Maya 
tackled him.” 


Justin’s face shifted from confusion, to deep sorrow, then eventually anger. Maya 
had saved Chie? She would willingly sacrifice herself to try and save, not only a 
complete stranger, but the person of Justin’s affections? The one who had stolen 
Justin’s heart away from her? And then there was the matter of Justin’s shadow. He 
had the audacity to pull a gun on Chie? 


“Why didn’t you tell me this sooner?” Justin spoke up loudly. “If | had known this 
earlier | would have pumped more than a few bullets in that fucker’s corpse.” Chie 
averted eye-contact. She could have told him; she had no real reason not to. It just 
never really crossed her mind. Justin sighed slightly, his eyes darting to the ground 
for a moment before focusing back on Chie. “Sorry, | just...” 


“No, no, | understand.” Chie interrupted him. There was no reason for Justin to be 
apologizing for being pissed that his shadow had almost killed her. In fact, she was 
flattered by his sudden burst of anger; by his deep concern in her safety. Justin 
sighed slightly. 


“If it’s alright with you guys, I’d like a moment alone with Maya.” 


Everyone give each other a quick glance before nodding at Justin; slowly piling their 
way out of the door in the process. They had no objections to Justin trying to get 
some things out of the closet while he was here; hell, it might do him some good. 
Chie gave him a quick smile as she closed the door on her way out. Justin simply 
waved at her as the door closed, a smile across his face. 


“You can stop pretending to sleep now.” Justin spoke up, before turning to face 
Maya. Her chest had started to inflate in and out with laughter, a wide grin on her 
face. Her eyes were still closed, but they opened up not long after the rest of her 
body seemed to jolt to life. 


“What gave it away?” Maya choked up over laughter. 


“Well for one, that smile when | grabbed your hand. Plus you never sleep with your 
head on the right side. Always in the center or to the left.” 


“Do | even want to know how you know that?” 


“You say that like you’ve never fallen asleep around me before.” Justin chuckled 
Slightly as he made his way over to the chair positioned next to her bed. Maya’s 
eyes followed him the entire way there, a wide grin on her face. Justin clasped his 
hands together as he took a seat, a smile across his face as he stared into her green 
ey-- 


Wait, green? He thought they were hazel. 
“Maya? Your eyes weren’t always green, were they?” 
“| used to wear colored contacts.” 


“Well that would certainly explain a lot.” Justin shrugged slightly. He adjusted his 
ass on the seat slightly before speaking with Maya again. “I appreciate what you did 
for Chie. | Know you probably don’t care much for her, but--“ 


“Does she make you happy?” 
“What? W-Well, yeah--“ 


“Then she’s a-okay in my book.” Maya smiled, a slight chuckle on her breath as she 
looked up towards the ceiling. “Listen, Justin. I’m sorry about everything that 
happened. I... | was nervous, and then when Falcone found me, | panicked and--“ 


“You don’t have to explain anything to me Maya.” Justin interrupted her, “We’re 
both alright, and that’s all that matters.” 


“No, we’re not both alright.” She shouted, a glare on her face. “Look at you! You’re 
still wearing gauss bandages from that broken television, and your eye looks worse 
than before!” 


“It’s unrelated.” Justin coughed, avoiding going into any more detail than that. Maya 
sighed slightly. Nothing would ever be truly right between them after that die, as 
much as Justin would like her to believe the contrary. Maya had to live with it 
emotionally, Justin physically. They’d always have scars to remind them just how 
much they fucked up. Justin stared at Maya for a while, silence between them until 
he eventually broke the silence, a question that had been bugging him for the last 
few minutes. 


“Maya... Kurt told me you ran away from home after the... incident. Where did you 
go?” 


“| just sorta... ran. | didn’t have any place in particular | wanted to go; just 
somewhere | could get away from everything. From the Falcones, from Kurt... From 
you...” Maya seemed particularly pained by that last comment. Justin did as well; 
though he could understand why. He WAS fairly pissed after what had happened. 


“And you eventually found yourself in LA.” Maya nodded her head in agreement. “... 
So then where do you live?” 


“1... Don’t.” Justin practically jumped out of his seat at that one. He knew she had 
been a runner, so it must have been like that for a while; but even over a year later 
she still had no place to live? Unacceptable. 


“Jesus Christ Maya, why would you do that?” 
“Because | had nowhere to turn.” 
“You had your family.” 


“Oh yeah, because they’d really want me back after | stole their gun and cash. 
Besides, the cops were still looking for me. | couldn’t show my face around their 
again.” 


“Cops? Whoa, whoa, what the fuck did you do Maya?” Justin’s mouth dropped in 
Slight disbelief. It didn’t end with the mugging and the mafia? What the fuck!? 


“A story for another time.” She eventually choked up. They were supposed to be 
celebrating, not living on her past mistakes. Though as far as she was concerned, 
this was no mistake. She had done what should have been done ages ago; and she 
would never regret it. 


“But... wait. You said you go to therapy?” 
“Yeah?” 


“First of all, if you had no money for a place to stay, how were you able to afford a 
therapist. And don’t you need a home address for billing and stuff.” 


“W-Well... He’s not really a therapist in the traditional sense.” 


“Oh goddammit Maya.” Justin shook his head in disgust. She was seeing an 
unlicensed therapist. How the hell was that supposed to be a good idea in any 
sense of the word. 


“No, no, listen. He knew all about the other world, about personas and shadows and 
all that. That’s why | kept going to him; he knew exactly what | was going through. 
He actually used to help other kids with personas and all that shit too. Though I’m 
not sure what happened with that.” 


“Sounds like a nutjob to me.” 
“Well then | guess that makes us nutjobs too.” 


“Please, Maya, we were ALWAYS nutjobs.” The two chuckled slightly at Justin’s 
remark; though the laughter drowned out eventually. So Maya had been living alone 
all this time, wandering about a vagrant without a home. Justin sighed slightly. 


“Maya... Where exactly do you plan on going when they let you out of here?” 
“Back to LA I guess...” 

“No.” Justin shook his head. Absolutely unacceptable. 

“No?” 


“No. You can stay at my house if you need to, but I’m not letting you live on the 
streets like some wild animal.” 


“Your house? Really that’s not—“ 

“I’m serious. You're like family to me Maya.” Maya blushed slightly at the comment. 
“Wouldn’t your parents get mad?” 

“My parents died a couple of months ago.” 


“Oh.” Maya’s face suddenly turned red with complete embarrassment. She was 
mortified that she had asked him about his parents when they had been deceased; 
though part of her felt like he’d be happy that his father was gone. She'd by lying if 
she said she wasn’t too. She had seen Justin come to the alleyway on more than 
one occasion with cuts and bruises around his face; and despite Justin’s insistence 
to the contrary, Maya always knew it was his father. He always seemed nice in 
public, but when you saw what he was like behind closed doors... Maya was almost 
happy Justin was able to get away from a man like that. 


“I-I’m sorry | didn’t mean to...” 


“Forget about it. You didn’t know.” Justin stopped her desperate attempt to 
apologize off immediately. He didn’t need to hear her apologize for something so 
irrelevant and trivial. 


“So... you live by yourself then?” 

“Yep.” 

“Justin, | appreciate the offer, but | can’t--“ 

“I'll drag you all the way there if | have to.” 

“...You wouldn’t mind?” Maya choked up, a slight smile creeping across her face. 
“Why would |?” 

“W-Well, | figured with Chie and all...” 


“She'll understand.” Justin smiled a wide grin on his face. Maya did bring up a valid 
point; it would be kind of awkward for Justin to live with someone who he know has 
a crush on him, but all the same, he couldn’t just leave Maya to the jungle of the 
city. Maya smiled, her eyes closed for a while. 


“Thanks.” 


“So you made a deal with the devil.” 
“So to speak.” 


The interrogator was leaning back in his chair, scratching at his chin. He was 
intrigued to say the least; a deal with a creature whose very nature of existence 
relied upon murdering the original. Either Justin was a shrewd business man, ora 
complete and utter fool. And if his shadow was as vicious, as evil as Justin had made 
him out to be, he was willing to bet that it was the latter. Justin took a sip from the 
beverage in front of him, his eyes poised at the table. 


“And did this knowledge help you?” 


“Not particularly. For one, it didn’t all just come on at once; it came in flashes, kind 
of like my dreams of Maya. Which kind of makes sense considering my shadow was 
probably responsible for those too. That said, any relevant information he had only 
seemed to pop up after its use had long passed. Really, even the one responsible 
for killing Saki and the announcer in the television; it was all irrelevant. The killer 
had no connection to the one inside the television screen; they both had two 
completely different motives and methods. The one on the outside was the one we 
wanted, not the inside.” 


“And why not the inside?” 
“Because the one on the inside was dead by the time we found out who it was.” 
“| see...” The interrogator slurred as he rubbed his chin. 


“So we know this knowledge proved useless. What about the shadow’s half of the 
deal. You still hear his voice.” 


“It’s not a matter of hearing his voice; it’s a matter of being his voice.” 
“What do you mean?” 

“Well, you see, sometimes the shadow can— 

----Hello Mr. Tylor... 


Justin blinked twice in quick succession as he heard a voice through his ear. It was 
mechanically filtered, a tiny robotic sound to each syllable. It clearly wasn’t being 
formed by a human. He knew damn well who it was though; this hadn’t been the 
first time this guy had hacked into his comm-link with Rise either. Before, it had 
usually been idle threats or vague taunts at the team when he hacked through; this 
time, however... This time he had taken something of value from Justin: his friend’s 
life. Justin slowly pressed his hands to his ear, keeping his eye on the detective in 
case he tried to make any funny moves while he communicated with the 
computerized voice. 


“You motherfucker.” 
“Excuse me? Who the hell are you talking to?” 


----Unless you wish to repeat the incident with your friend, you will follow 
my demands. 


“| swear to god, | am going to rip your head off when | find you.” 


“Bloody rookies were supposed to make sure you didn’t have any comm. devices.” 
The detective stood up, ready to bolt for the door to get some back up; though 
Justin immediately stood up to mirror him. 


“Sit the fuck down. I’m communicating through my persona and you’d better 
believe it’s a fucking emergency.” 


“I'll decide what is and isn’t an emergenc-“ 


“One of my friends was shot and killed by the man on the other line right now just 
this morning, and now he’s making demands. I’d say that’s a bloody good definition 
of an emergency. Now sit the fuck down!” 


The interrogator was more than a little thrown off guard by the sudden lack of tact, 
and sudden explosion of anger, but given the context, it was understandable. He 
didn’t know what was going on, but if someone had died, then perhaps he was 
willing to let the rules about outside communication slide on this one. There were no 
traceable airwaves, so Justin was at no risk of being caught unless one of them 
talked. He slowly took his seat again, listening intently to the words coming from 
Justin’s mouth; trying to figure out what the other was saying through context 
alone. 


----I’ll cut to the chase, since |!am on a tight schedule. You will tell the 
shadow operatives to back off, or | will kill another one of your friends. 


“Like hell | will. We’re taking you down before you get the chance to hurt anyone 
else.” 


----That is a shame. It would be a shame if Miss Satonaka here were to lose 
her head. 


“...What?” Justin’s angry stare only seemed to deepen, despite his face turning 
completely pale at the remark. Chie? No. He was just bluffing to try and get Justin to 
cooperate. It was all just another one of this assholes tricks. 


----At this very moment, | have my crosshair aimed at her skull. If you wish 
for her to live, you'll call off your dogs. 


“If you touch even a single hair on her head—“ Justin’s teeth were clamped 
together, pressing down on each other with furious anger. If you thought he was 
pissed before, you should have seen him after this fucker threatened Chie. If 
anything happened to her, he would not stop until this man knew suffering like no 
other. 


----/ am giving you a choice for you to avoid that. Whether you choose to 
take it is up to you. 


“You monster...” 

a Pree” for 

“W-Wait wait wait. W-we can talk about this, just put the gun down.” 
----Are you willing to listen to reason now, Mr. Tylor? 


“What the hell do you expect me to do? | don’t run the shadow operatives; I’m not 
the one who gives the orders!” 


----How you go about it is of no concern of mine. 


“You are asking me to do what | cannot do.” 


----Then it is a shame that Miss Satonaka will have to die. 


“Wait!” Justin shouted out, pacing around the room, head in his hands as he tried to 
figure something out. He was nowhere near high enough to pass an order along in 
the shadow operatives. At best, he could try to get Mitsuru or Akihiko to hold back 
for a little bit; but even then, he somehow doubted that would work. He bit his 
bottom lip. He would do anything to make sure Chie was safe; but this... this was 
something he had literally no control over. Yet the mechanical voice had chose him 
specifically for this role knowing full well that when he had Chie in the palm of his 
hand, he had Justin in the palm of his hand too. Justin sighed slightly. 


“| can give you twenty-four hours. That is the best | can do. Now let her go!” 
----Twenty-four hours is not an adequate amount of time, Mr. Tylor. 
“That’s all | can offer dammit! What more than you want.” 


----If that is all you can offer, than I shall offer you something of equally 
weak value. For twenty-four hours, | will give you twenty four minutes to 
rescue your beloved. 


Justin whimpered slightly. That’s the best he could offer, so he’d have to take it. 
“Fine, it’s set. I’ll buy you twenty-four hours.” 
----And remember. I'll know if the deal falls flat. 


The comm. link cut off as Justin marched over to the table, slamming his hands on 
its surface as he looked the interrogator dead in the eye. 


“Remember how | said my cooperation is circumstantial? Well the circumstances 
have changed.” 


“And those circumstances would be?” 


“A friend of mine is currently being targeted for assassination. She has twenty-four 
minutes till the killer fires a shot off at her. If you want me to keep talking, you’re 
going to go there, and you’re going to take her in to custody. Chie will be safe in 
here.” 


“| can’t do that.” 


“And why the fuck not? She’s an innocent person who’s life is in danger. You’re a 
cop. You put two and two to-fucking-gether.” 


“She is not an innocent, she is a fugitive from the law. Secondly, we don’t have any 
more cells, nor do we have the man-power to protect her.” 


“She can have my cell, then! And man-power is irrelevant, just keep her away from 
windows!” 


“We don’t allow shared cells.” 


“So you’re just going to let her die? | should have known... | should have known 
better than to trust you.” 


“Justin... | can’t—“ 
“No, you fucking can. You just chose not to.” 


The interrogator starred at Justin for a while. His breathing was fast, his eyes, while 
lowered in a glare, were wide with terror, his lips were quivering ever so slightly. 
The hard ass that had been in front of him mouthing off to him and being 
uncooperative was suddenly afraid, putting himself at the mercy of the interrogator. 
It wasn’t a pretty sight to say the least. This Chie person... He didn’t know much 
about her, but apparently she meant a lot to the teen... The interrogator starred at 
Justin for a few moments longer before pulling out his walkie talkie. 


“Where is she?” 
“Central Park.” 


The interrogator gave a quick nod of his head before flipping his walkie talkie on. 
Justin couldn’t care less though, so long as the cars were sent to pick her up. He had 
more important matters to attend to anyway. He quickly pressed his finger up 
against his ear, beginning communication with Rise once again. 


“Rise! Listen | need you to patch me through to Mitsuru.” 
Justin? What’s wro— 
“Just do it!” 


Rise was more than a little surprised by Justin’s sudden outburst, but then, she 
knew he usually didn’t act like a dick unless something had provoked him. She 
certainly didn’t, so whatever news he had for Mitsuru most certainly did. It took a 
moment before a connection could be made. 


Mitsuru speakin; what’s wrong? 

“Mitsuru, listen to me, you need to call the shadow operatives off right now.” 
Calm down Tylor. I’m going to need a reason if | am to order a retreat. 

“| just got in contact with him. He’s going to kill Chie if you don’t back down.” 


L... see... Tylor, we cannot... 


“Listen to me, dammit! | don’t need you to back off forever, | just need you to offer 
him twenty four hours breathing room; then you can all go back to what you were 
doing. Please...” 


| simply cannot push the operation aside with so many lives at stake. I’m sorry 
Tylor, but— 


Are you serious right now? 


Justin couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief as he heard Akihiko. He knew he was 
going to have no luck reasoning with Mitsuru; but Akihiko would understand. It 
seemed Akihiko had been patched in at some point, though by who he could only 
guess. Perhaps Fuuka. Either that or he was being very, very loud on Mitsuru’s end. 
And knowing Akihiko, the latter wasn’t entirely out of the question. 


E-Excuse me? 


He’s not asking you to call the entire mission off, he’s just asking for us to stand 
down for a bit. 


We have him on the ropes, Akihiko, we can’t— 


He’s not going anywhere, and besides. Are you really going to let that girl die just 
because you weren't willing to give this guy some leg room? 


Akihiko— 


We'll give him some space, get Satonaka out, and then we can go back to the 
mission. No harm done. 


... You're right. My apologies Tyler; I'll contact the others to order a retreat 
immediately. 


“Thank you, Akihiko, Mitsuru. Alright, Rise, patch me through to Chie.” 
On it. 


Rise had heard the entire conversation, what being the ‘call host’ and all, so to 
speak. Needless to say, she was just as concerned as Justin at this point. She had no 
qualms with calling off the mission if it meant saving Chie. It took a while, but Rise 
was eventually able to make a connection. 


Justin? A-are you alright in there. 
“Fine, but nevermind that. Listen to me Chie. You are in danger right now.” 


Wh-what do you mean? 


“| don’t have time to explain; all you need to know is that the cops are coming for 
you. | know it’s going to sound strange, but | need you to get in the car with them. 
They’re going to bring you to safety.” 


What? Justin, are you out of your mind? The cops are— 
“Chie, please. This isn’t the time. Or do you WANT to die.” 
There was a brief pause on Chie’s end. 

...1 can’t leave while we’re still looking for him. 

“Forget the mission, it’s already been called off for the day.” 
W-wait, what? 


“The deal was that if | buy this guy twenty-four hours without the shadow 
operatives on his back, he’d give me twenty four minutes to get you away from 
there and into safety.” 


You did what? Justin, you didn’t just call off the mission because of m— 

“Will you stop being so fucking stubborn! This isn’t just about you anymore.” 
There was a brief pause on Chie’s end. 

... You're right...Alright. I'll go.Where am | supposed to be getting picked up. 
“Just stay where you are, they'll be there any second.” 

Okay... | love you. 

“Love you too.” 


Justin pulled his fingers away from his ear, ending the communication he had 
started with Rise and Chie, before placing his face in his palms. Every single one of 
them was right; Justin shouldn’t have been calling this operation off for one person. 
But this wasn’t just any person. This was Chie, the love of his life, the girl of his 
dreams. He wouldn’t, no he COULDN'T let her die. He sighed before lifting his eyes 
up to the interrogator. He had just gotten an incoming message from his walkie- 
talkie. He pressed it up against his ear, making grunts of agreement before placing 
it back on its holster. 


“Good news, they see her now. You've still got a good fifteen minutes or so time, for 
the record.” 


Justin breathed out with a sigh of relief. The cops had found her in no time, and no 
doubt getting back would be just as quick, if not quicker. She was safe now, thank 
the lord. 


“Thank you.” 


“Least | could do. But now that that’s out of the way, you were going to tell me 
about your shadow.” 


“If you don’t mind, I’d like to wait until Chie’s in the building before | continue. Just 
to make sure she’s alright.” 


The interrogator starred at Justin for a short while before laughing. This wasn’t just 
any old concern, the kind of concern one had for a friend or a relative. This was the 
kind of concern one has when something they love is put at risk. Ah, to be young 
and in love. 


“I'll tell you what. We'll call it quits for the night, and we can pick this up in the 
morning. We’ll send you back to your cell to wait for her.” 


“Thank you, officer.” 


Time passed as Justin sat in his room. It felt like every minute that passed lasted for 
an hour, every second lasting an eternity. He had done all he could to ensure that 
Chie would be safe, but... Was it really enough? What if he lied, and shot her 
anyway. What if the cops failed in protecting her? The only true way to protect her 
was to kill this motherfucker; yet he couldn’t do a damn thing in this room. 


Eventually, the door opened, and in walked two cops, Chie inbetween them. She 
was handcuffed for some inexplicable reason, though those came off the second 
she was through the door. Justin couldn’t help but glare at the officers. It was clear 
they hadn’t exactly handled her in the friendliest way. Her wrists were red from the 
cuffs being attached way too tight, and she had been shoved into the cell once the 
cuffs came off, instead have just closing the door behind her. Her face was beat red 
with anger, though that changed the moment she saw Justin. As the two made eye 
contact, Justin jumped up from his seat on the bed, moving towards her to engage 
in a gentle embrace, followed by kiss. As their lips eventually parted, Chie’s cheerful 
eyes eventually dropped into sadness. 


“Justin, |...” 

“It’s alright, you’re safe now.” 

“It’s my fault the mission got called off today...” 

“No, that responsibility falls on me and me alone. Don’t blame yourself.” 


“But if it weren’t for me, you wouldn’t have made that decision.” Chie averted her 
eyes to the ground a brief moment, her iris’s watering slightly. People’s lives could 
be at danger all because of her. 


“Well, it certainly was a deciding factor, but | would have done the same if it had 
been any of our other friends... especially after then news | got yesterday...” 


“You already know then?” 


“We never should have dragged him into this.” Justin sighed. Chie simply looked at 
him with a look of concern. The two were like best friends, and now he was dead. 
She couldn’t possibly imagine what it must be like to hear your best friend just took 
a bullet through the skull. Justin eventually paced his way over to his bed, taking a 
seat along the end. Chie followed his lead sitting right beside him. She bit her lip for 
a moment; not entirely sure what to talk about on the inside of a jail cell. 


“Was it hard? B-Being stuck here, | mean.” 
“You have no idea. You’ll never guess who the interrogator is.” 
“Who?” 


“You'll recognize him when you see him.” 


